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Dunia asked no more questions. Next morning, after
milking the cow she went to see Aksinia.
" Grisha will be back soon, so I dropped in to cheer you
with the news/' she said.
Aksinia silently set an iron pot of water on the coals and
pressed her hands to her breast. Looking at her flaming
face, Dunia said:
" But don't cheer up too much ! My man says he won't
be able to get out of a trial. What they'll sentence him to
God alone knows."
For a second terror peered out of Aksinia's moist and
glittering eyes.
" What for ? " she asked jerkily, still unable to drive the
belated smile from her lips.
" For the rising ... for everything."
" Nonsense ! They won't try him. Your Mikhail knows
nothing about it. A fine know-all he is ! "
" Perhaps they won't." Dunia was silent, then said,
suppressing a sigh. " He's wild with my brother. And it
weighs so heavily on my heart, I can't tell you how much !
I'm terribly sorry for Gregor. He's been wounded again.
His life's all out of joint, somehow."
" So long as he conies back ! We'll take the children and
hide somewhere," Aksinia said agitatedly.
For some reason she removed her kerchief, then put it
on again and began aimlessly to shift the utensils on the
bench, quite unable to master the violent agitation which
had taken possession of her. Dunia noticed how her hands
were trembling as she sat down on the bench and began to
smooth out the folds of her old, worn apron over her knees.
A lump rose in Dunia's throat. She felt like going off
somewhere to cry by herself.
" Mother didn't live to see him come back . . ." she said,
quietly. "Well, I'm going. I've got to light the stove."
In the porch Aksinia hurriedly and awkwardly kissed her
on the neck, then snatched up and kissed her hand.
" Are you glad ? " Dunia asked in a low, broken tone.
" Yes, just a little, only a very little," Aksinia answered,
trying to jest, to hide her tears behind a tremulous smile.